a6

_.____THE SUNDAY

STAR, WASHINGTON, D. C.. NOVEMBER

.

1910—PART 1.

A BRIDE'S “IMPROVEMENTS'

By JEANNETTE MARKS.

Mrs. Jenkins looked over at Mr.
kins, merchant and bard, and there was,
love and wonderment in her eves. He|
was reclining in an armchalr, his long
legs stretched before him, his head at;
rest asainst the ehair, his hands mlde'd‘I
over his stomach, his cyes tight rlosed.{
hi= mouth wide open, his lips rnm'lng.1
and every in a while his t--ngue!
quickly lapping his upper lip. Janny,
looked away and out of the windows to
the meadows that relled up into the mist |
like big gray waves; this was the act of
composition, she knew, and too sacrel
even for lier, his humbler half. to behold.
But the misty uplands suggested over-
much of that unnamable something which
when she looked at her husband made
her wish to shut her eyes, for might she
not. Janny reasoned. see more than she
ought to of the divine spirit that
moved behind those hills and behind the
Jips of Ariel Jenkins, o her thought
glipped back into the living room of T
Mawr while her eyes avoided the inspired
contents of the armehair. She had been
a bride and the envied mistress of Ty
Alawr just two weeks; however, shie was
thirty and matrimony -was late for her, |
and Ariel Jenkins being forty-five it was|
none too early for him. Janny felt her |
|n-:imnslb11iili‘:a keenly. Was she living
up to them She was at the mercantile |
center of the village, her better half was |
a merchant, but also a crowned |
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poet, her house the most: important in
Glaslyn.  And Glaslyn expected changes; |
Mrs. Parry Wynn, the baker, said so..
AMrs. Gomer Roberts, the Uinman, had i

prophesied. and Mrs. Jeezer Morris. lnc‘ll

minister. had whi=pered to Betto Griffiths, |
wheo had told Janny of these rx]-w-jatinns.!
that she supposed--nay, she hoped —Ariel |
Jenkins' home with a woman in it would
seon look like a God-fearing place nndI
receive  some  improvements, Janny’'s |
zlance roved through the sitting room.I
she had made a few alterations, but some- :
how in the half light of dusk they seemetli
as nothing. What was the moving or re- |
plenishing of a taper-holder, a fresh case |
for Ariel's harp, a new cover for the table
or the addition of a few pleasant-faced'
t“hina cats to a regimental mantelpiece— !
indeed, she sadly asked herself what were |
these changes in comparison with the|
unappointed something she was expected |
to accomplish as Mrs. Ariel Jenkins, the!
shop? She was a stranger in Glaslvn, an
Instruder from a great outside world, and |
now =he felt bewildered, lonely. Her eyes |
tlitted to Arviel’ = face for comiort.

“Dearie!™ :

There waa no answer.

‘1= it comin’, Ariel dear?”

“Aye.”” he snapped.

Janny winced: s=he had never lived with |
sopins. and somehow she thought it weuld |
be different. Her deep-blue eves had a
<till look in them that suggested nol;
conly a long habit of self-repression, but |
also perplexity, and sadness, too; therc'_
wuas appeal in every feature of her[
face--an appeal made the more pathetie,
perhaps. by the childlike lines of 11310—1
gold curling hair about her forehead and |
tired eves, and the delicate hcllows be-
neath her cheek bones and the fragile
sweetness of her mouth. It was a face
its soft bloom and delicacy forever

in
voung and yvet unforgettably weary. She
straightened out her kirtle and agaln
her glance roved the room. There must

he a clean hearth brush, new muslin cur-

taing for the casement: the stairway
landing, where it iurned by the froni
windows, looked even in the twilight

shabby with the wear and tear cf heavily
booted feet and clogs. the light from the
oriel window above the landing shining
through with bald ugliness npon the
stairs. As she looked at the light Janny's
eves dilated, her face flushed, and she
_leaned forward. gazing intently at the
window. For the minute she had for-
gotten Ariel. but he. puff, puff. puff, with
many sighs and yawns, and much stretch-
ing of his long legs., was coming out of
his inspired coma. His awakening look
fell upon Janny there where she =at. her
hands clasped in her lap, her shoulders
tipped forward, her chin tilted upward,
a circle of quiet light about her halr,
her eyes intent upon the stairway win-
dow.

“Janny, dear, what is it
yve lookin® at?"

“Oh! na—ave, lad. I—"

“TWell, well. Janny!”’

““Ariel, I was thinkin'.”

“Ave, an’ ve were plannin’, too..”

He was thorcughly aroused now from
his inspiration. and studying that object,
woman. which through some twenty-flve

* What are

vears he had sung and praised. Ariel's
ryves searched her; stanza, meter, thyme,
theme, were ull forgotten, for he =aw

that Janny possessed a thought she had
no intention of parting with to him. He
slanced from her to the window upun |
which she had been looking so rap-
turously when hes surprised her zgaze.
So far as he vould see it was like
any other stairway light in Glaslyn, ex-
cept that it was oval instead of rectangu-
lar, and perhaps a little deeper than
some. but otherwise precigely like scores
he hLad seen., Then he called imagination
te his aid—that imaginatien which had
been the means of begetting shillings
over the counters of his shop. which had
won for Lim a comforiable income, com-
me:cial sneeess, as well as made him the
foremost bard in his country. He peered
through the window: what he beheld
was a bit of dusky sky with a shadowy
star seemingly behind it. He dismissed
Imagination and returned to the study of
his bride. It was a whim probably;
perhaps one of those unshaped thougits,
elemental. unspoken, to which women
Nsten in their idle moments; Indeed, it
might even be some dreaming about
him of which Janny in the shyness of
thelr relation, still new, was too sensi-
tive to speak. Gradually Ariel forgot
the problem in his consciousness of the
charm of Janny with her deep-blue eyes,
her childlike pale-gold hair. the delicate
lines of her fragile face, so different from
the Welsh women of their village. Under
his scrutiny  Janny sat serenely with
a more than wonted air of self—;wssc:s-l
=lon. She interrupted him. '

““Ariel, ve've bean to sea, dear?” !

“*Ave, when | was a lad.”

“Was it for long?’

“*Not long, two years sallin® with ecar-
goes between our coast and Ireland.”

“Did ye learn much of the wayvs of
sailor folk?”

“Ave., much.”

“Runnin’ up and down the ropest”

““Aye, that, an’ more, (vo.”

“Did ve learn tattooin’, dear?”’

“*Aye; the marks ye've Seen on my
arms an old salt taught me te do. The
sailors were clever with the needle,

sketchin® as well as sewin'.”

“Po ve think ye could sketch a sta
now, Ariel, or have ve forgotten?” -

Ariel laughed, partly with pleasure at
this talk by the fire, partly from joy in
1+ companionship.

“Ave. I'm thinkin' I could. little lamb.™

He drew his cha’r closer to lers and
faw her face brighten; it rested her so
to have him near her. and h.r thoughts
#ped back through-all the years of lone-
liness and hunger for the things she could
not have; she had a new consciousnrss of
life and of being useful: it was not merely
Ariel: it was the house. toon, and what
she could do to make it—well, the word
escaped her; anvway it was the house as
well as Ariel, and it was lovely to think
of what she conuld do for it while he made«
poetry and sold things in the shop.

“An’, Ariel, could ve sketch me an an-
chor an” a bit of rope?”’

“Aye, dearie, I could: ye know I could
anyway, for I had drawin’ at the school
in Carnarvon while I was an apprrntice
there."”

.lDrawin‘?'I

“It was mam's idea.”

Janny's eyes grew large.

*“Ariel, do ye—do ye—think ye could
draw me a—a cat?”’

Ariel took one look at Janny and burst
into laughter; shop, poetry, everything
was forgotten in his amusement a* her
childlike eagerness. Suddimnly he stopped,
for Janny's face was quivering. Aye, he
had forgotten, too, that this was no peas-
ant woman; his laughter seemed brutal.

“Janny, litgle lamb,” he said softly,
drawing her head to him, *“I could, my
dear; 1'll sketch all the cats ye want.”

Janny sighed comfortably, her head
&'ill upon hLis shoulder, the weariness eas-
fug away from h:r heart. She could do
§: now; it would make the greatest differ-
ence: Betto Griffiths and others should
see that she was something more than a
bit of porcelaln in Ariel’'s home, that she
cquld do something more than merely
oversee housecleaning. Besides, it really

' fatherhood.
| was after the lifée that lay behind her,

. when sieep had come
| noiselessty from the marital side, crept

Jen-1ide¢a of her own, and that until Ariel res-

cued her she had never been alowed to
have. She reached up and patted liis
face; even her gestures were jncompre-
hens<ibly c¢hildlike, What she lacked in the
passion of a woman she seemed to make
up in the perfect trust of a child. Ariel,
selfish witly the selfishness of a man who
has lived by himself and who has lived
much in his own mind. thought now with
a pang how lonely Janny must have been
ever since she came to him; the appeal
of her confidence touched the best that
was in him. the protection that was his to
give her, and some potential sense of
Aye, he knew how tilred she

and he gath¢red her into his arms, hold-
ing her there¢ quietly while he talked,

“What shall it be, Janny? A star, an
anchor, a bit of.rope, an' a cat, did ye
say, dear?” i 1

**Aye, a star, “Ariel. please. 1 don't
think 1| want the anchor. 'The bit rop-
would be nice, dear. An' I'd like the cat.”

“An" what are ye goin’ {o do .with these

drawin's, Janny? Are ye¢ goin’ to hang
them on the walls,

“No, I'm no goin' to do that.”

“Well, it's just asx well, dearie, for

Betto d4riftiths an® Mrs. Gomer Roberts,
the tinman, an' Mrs. Parry Wynn, the

haker, would be hauntin' Ty Mawr., Burt
what arc e goin' to do witn them,
dearie?”’

“*Ariel, 1 coulin’'t say now" "—Janny

stirred uneasily—*1 mighi ve hangin' them
in our bedroom an’—an --an'—I[ might b«

puttin’—puttin’ them in (he—Binle 1t
pr.2s. Tney'd be useful.’
“Ave, thats 0. An' Low large shall 1

draw tnem?:”

Janny thought a minute.

*1'ne cat, aear, I'd like about a foot
long—that s, from his tail to his whie-
kers—no. I'm thinkin® that's too narrow

for the cat; irom the tail o the whiskers
1'd lEe him one foot an’ a haif, Arfel.”
Janny’'s glanc: took a flight over Ariel's

shoulder.

*An’ th' star?”

Janny thought again.

Six incnes rrom point to peoint, an’
four stars—no—one star will do—l can

cut—oh!—Ariel, one star, please.”

““An’ the rope?”’

“It's the twisted. kind, 1 want, an' it
must go all around the—oh, dear! Ariel,
avout an 1nch wide, plecase.”

‘4Good. One cac, one star, one inch
rope. Anything more, httle lamb?"’

“"No-0; could ve do it now?”

‘*Aye, dearnie; tetch me the ruler, the
paper an’ a pencil.

>0 Janny watched Ariel’'s thin fingers
work skiuirully, swiftly, with the pencil,
ine ruser measuring off star-points and a
cats’ length as careiwully as if tne paper
were Welsh Hannel worth one and six a
vard. And the next night, after a day
of unusual elation of feeling, Janny,
to Ariel, stole

to the whitewashed wail of their bed-
room. paliid in mgonshine, felt tor the
white paper cat and star and length of
rope hanging there indiscernible, caught
the edge of the paper with her fingers as
she felt about, unpinned the pleces, and
tiptoed out of the room down the stair-
way.

As she moved about the sitting room in
her nightgown she looked pathetically
little, the flush in her cheeks marking her
eager helplessness. Much had slipped
by her, and she had lost much in that
sorry life before Ariel took her and
brought her to live among strangers,
whose inotives and feelings she had no
means of penetrating. But the tender-
ness, the innocence, the expectancy of
childhood, had remained with her as if
making .amends for her loss or awaiting
the sunshine of maturing impulses. She
set a candle beside the settle, lifted the
cover, took out two long rolls of paper,
closed the seftle, and bore her parcels to
the table. Then she united them with
trembling fingers, rolling- out several
feet of green and crimson paper and a
small sheet of yellow. She - placed
welghts on the corners of the lengths,
pausing to run her fingers into her hair
as she gazed with rapt eyes upon the
colored surfaces, commonplace enough to
all appearances. She took the cat, laid
it carefully on the ecrimson, pinned it
down, and penciled .around the edges,
In the same fashion she drew the out-
lines of four yellow stars and some
lengths of yellow rope. Finally with a
pair of shears she cut out all the out-
lined figures. Bhe lifted the cat, freed
now from the matrix of surrounding
paper and enlivened with the lifelike-
ness of a new liberty, and held its foot
and a half df length against the candle
light. The Ilight shone through the
crimson paper but dimly. Janny nodded
took a small cake of paraffin, melted it
and with a bit of cloth sponged the cat
as it lay upon the table. This she did
also to the four yellow stars, to the
lengths of rope, and to.a large piece of
green paper upon which the original cat
pattern had been appliqued. Once more
she lifted the crimson animal to the light
—thg candle flame shone through clearly
witl' a beautiful crimson hood of softer
light. After this Janny broke a half
dozen  eggs. separating the white from
the yolk. Her fingers worked feverishly
now and her eyes kept measuring dis-
tances; in her nervous haste there were
moments when she. seemed hardly able
to accomplish the next step forward in
the task already complete in her mind's
eve. She stopped to listen for sounds
and steps as she worked, and again and
again she imagined Ariel was looking
down from the head of the staircase
But she finished the work uninterrupted-
and with a sigh, half sob of wea.rinas'
half contentment and with many s'.
glance of admiration as she went, she
tiptoed up the stairway, Ariel ' wWas
sleeping, and as she crept into bed she
put out a hand to touch his thick black
haig'. and then, curling into the cool
:rl:::eq?r the pillow, fell asleep as chil-
S “.me'ep. one hand resting lightly on

Ariel Jdenking awoke at th
time of all Glaslyn—the dawli.'l:‘?ﬁg:s"
lay beside him, stil] sleeping, her face
lleavi!y shadowed in her abundant hair.
She seemed so wistfully childlike and
h.er closed eyes so unforgettably weary
Perhaps it was merely the shadows of
the early dawn and her hair, but the
eyelids had a kind of veined transparency
and her face a transparent pallor, and
the mouth drooped. Ariel's selfishness
smote him’ consciously; he thought with

(& pang of Janny, and he made resolu-

tions. With this awakening he t -
ferred a little of his poetrgv tl?omm?l:e
bard to the man. Aye, he acknowledged
to himself, this might well be cglled the
edycation of Ariel Jenkins, bard and
merchant. And for the first time a
thought that gripped his heart brought
him no desire to turn it into rhyme. He
recalled compassionately all her efforts
to make improvements in the house, her
evident ipability to understand and 'eoue
with the shrewd Welsh women of their
village, and he remembered with fear
the pr¥ing curlodity and overt enmity
these women had shown toward Janny.
Then he wondered in a desultory way
what' she was planning to do with the
stars -and the cat and the bits of rope.
And after she awakened and they were
talking at breakfast he reflected how
easily his resolution won success, for
Janny since he brought her to Glaslyn
had not been as buoyant, ‘almost ani-
mated, as she was this morning. Ariel
thought, too, that he had not noticed
before the way Janny had of looking at
him. as if she expected him to discover
some extraordinary joy; maybe she was
merely looking to him for happiness, but
certainly there was an air of anticipa-
tion about her today.

Upon finishing breakfast Ariel passed
with a sense of secure well-being. into
his shap; so many problems were solv-
ing themselves, and, on the whole, the
man made him happiler than the bard.
Even the flag sidewalk ouytside the shop
seemed more than ordinarily lively and
merry today. He saw nelghbors passing
rnd heard them chatting, and once in
awhile there was a loud shout of laugh-
ter. Across the street, looking toward
his shop, he beheld a little knot of men—
Ivor Jones and Wil Penmorfa and Parry
Wynn—men who did not usually have
time for mirth so early in the morning.
They were talking and laughing, and
Ariel saw one of them point toward Ty
Mawr. Just then Mrs. Gomer Roberts,
the tinman, came in. She wanted =ome
flannel for a blouse like the mat 1 she
was wearing, and Mrs. Roberts threw
back her long cloak to display the neat
striped flannel. How was Mrs. Jenkins?
Ariel thanked her: Janny was well.

“I'm comin' soon to have a good long
visit with her,” sald Mrs. Roberts,

“Aye? Ye'll be welcome.”

*“Ye're makin’ improvements,.

“Aye, a few,” re Ariel,

I m"ﬂ
using

wvas something more-it was having an

his
yardstick deftly .wondering what im-

R:ovmntn' Mrs. Gorm;r ?om;}a could
ve had any opportunity to see. >
“Glasiyn’s not seen anything like it,
continued Mrs. Roberts, straightening her
beaver hat over the crisp white of her
Cap.

“No, I'm thinkin’ not,” answered Ariel,
vaguely, rolling up the bundle of flan-
nel with precise neatness.

He was still wondering why women
talked in riddles when in came Mrs.
Jeezer Morris, the minister. She’ had
torn her blue kirtle and wanted a new
breadth. Ariel took down the cloth.
Then were showered upon him in a
compacter form and one of greater
authority practically the same remarks
as those made by Mrs, Gomer Roberts;
how was Mrs. Jenkins, she was coming
to visit her, there were improvements
she saw, the like of which Glaslyn had
not seen before. Mrs. Morrigs, the min-
ister, had scarcely finished her purchases
when in came Mrs. Parry Wynn, the
baker; they had evidently met that morn-
ing and their greetings were purely con-
ventional—a smile, a look of lnqulr_y, a
nod of negation. Mrs. Parry Wynn
wanted some new cotton cloth, but ap-
parently she also wished to make the
same remarks as those made by Mrs.
Gomer Roberts and Mrs. Jeezer Morris.

Then Arie]l Jenkins' thoughts began the
converging process, began to gather in
toward some definite center, to fix them-
selves upon some one thing which all
these estimable women must have in
mind. And when Mrs. Parry Wynn left
the shop, Ariel went to the door. Betto

iriffiths walked by briskly, joining the
women who had just made purchases
and who were gathered in a little group
opposite Ty Mawr. They were looking
ragerly at the -house and gesticulating.
Betto Griffiths laughed as she pointed to
Ty Mawr and shrugged her shoulders in
the direction of the shop. Ariel's heart
sank. What had Janny done to make
the house such an object of attraction?
He stepped out to the Ilittle group of
customers and looked up.

Except for the quick flexing of the mus-
cles in his forehead and the dilation of
his eves Ariel betrayed no emotion. The
oriel window jutting over the street had
been transformed; he saw no longer the
clear glass of the stairway light., common
to Ty Mawr and the other houses of
Glaslvn, but a crimson eat, forefeet in
air, blazoned on a green background,
each quarter of the oriel brilliant with a
vellow gtar, and the whole device bound
dexterously together with a chaplet of
rope.

*Tt does make a pretty light!”" he ex-
claimed, thoughtfully; *‘prettier.” he add-
ed, with pride, “than I had an) idea it
would.”

The women stared at him.

“Ave, an’ it's prettier within.”” he con-
tinued: “it sheds such a bright color, on
dark days.”

*Is it s0?’ ejaculated Mrs. Parry Wynn.

“‘Ave, it is so,”” replled Arfel. “Out of
Glaslyn ve see many colored windows
like thjs in private houses—smart houses,
of course.”

“Just fancy!’ responded Mrs. Jeezer

Morris, ‘“We've seen them in churehes,
the non-conformists as well as the estab-
Hshed, but we've never heard of colored
wiridows before in a village house, es-
pecially not with such a cat—"
i ““‘Ave, the cat!” interrupted Ariel, in a
caresgsing voice, the far-away, much-rev-
erenced look of the poet in his eyes. “That
eat .is a copy from a—medal from—the
sar-coph-a-gus of Tilgath Pileser Il
Ave,” he added, dreamlily, “the cat, the
sacred symbol of Egypt, holy to the
Musés, beloved of—"

“Mr. Jenkins, ye don’t say. so!” they all
exclaimed, looking with curious glances
at the oriel window.

“1 will- say.”” nodded Mrs. Gomer Rob-
erts, “that it has an.uncommonly intelli-
gent look whatever.”

“Aye, so it has,” agreed .Mrs. Parry
Wynn, “intelligent an'—an’—lively.”

Betto Griffiths glanced about the little
group shrewdly. - -

““An’ the stars, Mr. Jenkins?’ she said.

“Na, the star! Betto Griffiths, ye.don't
say yve don't know the meanin’ ‘of the
five-pointed ‘star, sacred to history, to
sacred history, guide iox the—"’

“Oh, aye!” interrupted Betto, ‘‘if that’s
the star ye mean, I certainly do.”

The little gathering took a fresh look
at the window; their eyes lingered rever-
ently on the emblasoned group of cat and
stars leashed together with yellow rope.

“Ave, it's a wonderful idea!” asserted
Mrs. Jeezer Morris, from her superior po-
sition and knowledge.

“Ave, wonderful!” solemnly affirmed the

rest.

“I'm thinkin’,”” said Betto Griffiths, an
undisciplined look still in her eyes. *“Mrs.
Jenkins made it?"” A

**Tut, Mrs. Jenkins! Oh, no!” exclalmed
Ariel, thrusting hie hands into his trou-
sers kets. “I did it.” .

“Ye “did!” they gll exclaimed, admir-
ingly.

*“Na, Mr. Jenkins,” continued Mrs. Par-
ry Wynn, whose husband, the baer, had
been standing across the street, not more
than half an hour ago, laughing over
the crimson cat rampant blazoned on the
green field—''Mr. Jenkins, if Mr. Wynn
thinks he could afford something like it,
would ye be willln"—""

“Aye, gladly,” returned Ariel; “but it’'s
expensive, Mrs. Wynn."”

“Oh!” chorused the women, in deferen-
tial voices.

“But I'm thinking,”” continued Ariel,
“through my connection as a merchant
1 might be able to obtain the material
at .less expense an'—"’

“If ‘yve could!” clamored littic
group. 0o

“Mr. Jenkins, if Mr. Roberts—'' broke
in Mrs. Roberts,

“Mr. Jenkins, ‘if Mr. Morris—"" inter-
rupted " Mrs. Morris. :

“Won't vye come in?" asked Ariel,
placidly interrupting them all. “I'm
the certain ve will like the light even
better from the inside, where it falls in
such pleasin’ colors on the landin'. When
1 was workin’ on it last night by mocn-
light the colors were ltke fairyland.”

*“Aye, it's only a poet could have con-
ceived this,” said. Mrs. Morris, with as-
surance, ‘‘only a poet!”

*Only a poet!” echoed the rest.

“But won't ye come In? Mrs. Jenkins
will be glad to see ye.”

““‘Ave, thank ye, 'twould be a pleasure!"”
and flock-like they followed Arlel into
the house.

Mrs. Jenkins' eves were red and there
was the furtive aspect of a trapped ani-
mal about her, but when she saw their
eager faces and heard their enthusiastic
and admiring exclamations as they
crowded on to. the stairway landing there
was a look of surprise first and -then of
delight upon her face. :

“Mr. Jenkins tells me ye.didn’t make it
yvourself,”” sald Betto Griffiths, suspiclon
still on her sharp features.

“[t came,” replied Janny, glancing ap-
pealingly at Ariel—“it—came from Liver-

I e

the

corrected Ariel, with a

“Janny dear,”
“ye mean the

look straight into her eyes,
material did.” !

“Aye, Ariel,’ answered Janny, with a;
mixture of childlike obedience and con-
fusion; *‘aye, just the material.”

. Arlel talked a great deal; the window
was admired, commented upon: there
were demands for future assistance, en-
vious exclamnations of delight - to Mrs.
Jenkins, who was given no chance to say
a word; and the litt'e group departed.

“Well, Janny!" exclaimed Ariel

“Ariel dear, I—I saw them—them
laughin’ an’'—an’ then—ye—'" The flood-
gates burst and Janny threw herself sob-
bing into Ariel's arms :

“There, there, dear, little lamb!"” he
comforted, his own eves wet with tears.

“1 thnught-—thloughltm it would;;be 80—
retty—an’ people’s en—expectin’ me—
?o-tg make changes—an'—an' Betto Grif-
fiths sald improvements, an’, Ariel—I—
[— Janny's volee caught and she sob-
bed afresh.

“Na.' na, little,lamb,
Janny, Janny, domn’t cry.” .

“Ariel, | saw—thg men—laughin’ an’'—
an’ slappin’ their knees—an'—an'—pointin*
at the window—an' even little Silvan run-
ning bhy—laughed, an’ then when Betto
Grifiths—'" Janny faltered, gulping.

“Tut, little lamb, etto GriMtths!"” ex-
claimed Ariel, derisively. ‘Betto Griffiths
is an ignorant woman. An’, dearie, didn't
ve hear them all askin' me to help them
to get windows like this?"” \

“But, Ariel, didn't ye laugh at a!l?”

“I laugh, Janny! Why, dear,” answered
Ariel, slowly, “I think—the—window—is
beautiful!"” :

“Oh, Arlel!” =aid Janny, happily.

“Aye, I do, only if ye should have an-
other idea, just tell me about it, dearie,

‘dearie, don't.

beforehand, for it might—perhaps (it
wouldn't,”” he added, gently, ‘“‘make it
awkward.” .

“But, Arfel, I saw—"

““Na, dear, that’s enough-—ye don't un-
derstand these. people*quite yet. The
window is beautiful; aye,”” he continued,
¢I like it so we'll be sendin’ it to Liver-
pool, to get a real stained glass window
something the same—aye, dearie, I can
well afford it.”
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Fhek Awful.
Lippincott’s. . *
“’g'hc‘n’e bllm;'u look pretty old.”
4Yes, they are the s of my de-

parted ancestors.'

Good and'‘Bad Omens - ..

ITH the wonderful mystery sur-

Handed Down for Years
W rounding death it is not surpris-
ing that there should be con-

rected singular fancies, for that' which
is atsolutely inscrutable to the most en-
lightened ages of the worlds of civiliza-
tion must have presented terrors innu-
merable to the wholly ignorant. Thus, the
bellef that the howling of a dog, whether
by night or day, is the precursor of a
death in the family, is not confined to
remote districts of the country any more
than is falth in the ominous ticking of
the insect whose supposed characteristics
have caused it to be named the death-
watch or the fancy that a bumblebee or
bird enters a room as a harbinger of ap-
proaching decease. A mouse squeaking
behind the bed of a sick person is also
supposed to be a warning of death. and
L the breaking into a garden of a cow is
an omen that within six months a mem-
ber of the family is to die. The faith in
this singular idea #s so steadfast that
there are many instances on record
‘where death has actually followed the
event, and, of course, the oftener the co-
!ncid:.;m‘l;' has occurred the more deeply
roote . . o
Demm'mimmes the credence of the su-
The striking of a clock during the giv-
ing out of a text in church is an nnfail-
ing omen to the credulous of a death in
-the¢ parish: This is a warning in which
few need fear to put faith, for whether
the rr!oc_k strikes or not during the enunci-
ation ot the preacher's theme, there can
be little doubt that a member of a fair-
sized- parish is likely to shuffle off this
mortal coil sooner or later. To ent one's
nails on Sunday is to have the devil with

onc all the week, although one can find
no assurance that refraining from the

i practice will keep the undesgired presence:

away. Many are the omens of coming
luck, the’'chief of them being the seeing
of a dead..donkey, and here again the
chroniclers of small beer produce wonder-
fully convineing evidence in support, of
the theory that defunct asinine quad-
rupeds are surrounded by a singular
glamour of luck. Happy those woarkers in
Bohemia, where, it is alleged, the poor,
patient donkey is relexzdted after death
to the preparers of the well known tooth-
some sausage to which the town has
given a name. :

»
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If a spider be found on the clothes it is
an unfailing omen that the licky discov-
erer {8 to recelve money. There is an
old belief, too, that if the left palm itches
money is to be paid away, while if the
formicant sensation be confined- to.-~the
dexter hand the exact reverse iIs to take
place. Classical literature gives us more
than one reference to an itching palm,
which would seem to indicate that eten
great and enlightened writers like Shake-
gpeare were not entirely above the minor
superstition that was an article of faith
with the ignorant.

The breaking of a looking-glass is a
sure omen of coming trouble for a period
ot seven years, but the severity of .this
infliction is somewhat mitigated by:the
belief that the trouble is not to be a
want Bf the necessaries of existénce.
Nevertheless this is of all. portents’the
most desperately evil. To  have ohe's
teeth set wide apart is a sure indication
of luck, as also is the meeting of a pie-
‘bald horse, but the killing of a cricket is
ominous of bad fortune, while the turning
of a feather bed on Sunday is sure to
produce evil results.

The belief that crickets bring good
luck to a house is universal, while the
idea that their destroyers are tormented
by having holes eaten in their stock-
ings would appear to be favored by
some few localities only. A sudden
shivering is a sign that a goose is
walking over one's grave. But one need
feel little concern on this account, for
no worse can be portended than that
we are to be comfortably buried’ on
land, and not sunk in the unhallowed
depths of the much-sounding sea.
There is an jdea still extant that if
the sole of the foot itches we are to
walk over strange ground; if the knee,
we are to genufiect in an unaccustomed
meeting: house; if the elbow, we are to
share our slumbers with a stranger;
all of which, when compared with the
terrors of breaking a mirror, present
an aspect 'which is decidedly trivial, ir
not entirely unworthy of notice. °

»
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As regards backbiting and scandaliz-
ing, there are wvarious omens. Some
consider that a tingling of one's ears
iIs a sign that a slanderer is at work,
while others attribute the same sig-

nificatién to the burning of a cheek.

Some, again, affirm that to have a
tingling in the-right ecar portends that
somebody is praising, while to experi-
ence the sensation in the other ‘aural
appendage signifies that somebody Iis
occupled in vilifving. . There {is cer-
tainly a “terror in believing that we
may not have a button sewed on a gar-
ment while it is on our back without
incurring the ill opinion of our neigh-
bors, but there is a possibility that
venomous tongues may still find oc-
cupation if we invariably take off our
coats for- necessary repalrs, or even
have them mended at all

To see a new moon for the first time
through glass is notoriously unlucky,
although it is not certain that we may
not counteract ill effects likely to ac-
crue by at once turning over the money
we have in our pockets, if any. To sit
down thirteen at a meal is a sure in-
dication that one of the party will die
ere the year is out. To this there is
a sort of antidotal comfort to ‘be found
in the belief that if an unmarried per-
son chances to sit between a man’ and
his wife at dinner he will infallibly be
married before the year is out.. In-
dividual taste may determine whether
this is to be considered a matter for
congratulation or the reverse. .

o'
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To walk beneath a ladder is notoriously
to invite ealamity. About this singular
belief there is that meed of uncertainty
which seems to add a mysterious charm to
the bulk of similar credulities. The ca-
lamity sought to be avolded by carefully
abstaining from passing beneath the
slope of a ladder may mean a broken head
or fractured limb, or it may be reduced
to the ridiculous extreme of a drop of
paint upon a coat or bonnet. The belief
in the virtue of the four-leaved shamrock
is as firmly planted as the certainty that
St. Patrick killed the noxious creatures of
the Emerald Isle. There is, perhaps, not
an Irishman living who does not firmyv
beljeve that the finding of this freak of
nature does portend good luck. We have
a similar fancy in our own island. But
the omen comes from the clover, not the
shamrock, and possibly the quartefpil is
quite as rare in England as in any other
part of the world.

To stumble+upstairs has long been rec-
ognized as a sign of coming luck, but as
the action is not infrequently accompanied
by a bruised shin there appears to be some
sort of reversal in the interpretation of
this omen. It is' impossible to affirm,
however, that the finding of a pin or the
picking up of a horseshoe may not be as
likely to bring‘luck as the reverse, al-
though it is somewhat difficult to discover
why either should be presaged by.so triv-
fal and common a circumstance.

“The Honorable and- Respected.”
From the London Standard. ' " . '

A curious old Bavarian custom is just
about to be altered 'in-.Bavatia by the
minister of justice. Criminals executed in
the prison of Straubing have hitherto
been buried with memorial crosses placed
over them stating, “Here lies the honor-

able and respected so0o and so,”” if the
criminal were a married man, while the
graves of the condemned and executed
bachelors bore the words “Here lies the
virtuous so and =s0."

It has row been decided in future to
inter them without any such complimen-
tary remarks.
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He Drew the Line.

From the Chicago News.

_The Pastor’'s Wife—I called on Mrs.

Harlem this afternoon and found her so

beautifully optimistic. One expression she

used has haunted me ever since.

The Pastor—What was it, dear?
The Pastor's Wife—There's - music in

everything. :
The Pastor—Huh! I guess she has

never listened to our new chelr.

Chair in

the City.
- Value, $1.25

$3.95

* best in the world.

M

FFor this
Heavy Con- e
tinuous -Post

1))
FURNITURE Co.nc.

Seat Dining | 3u sevenTH sT.

The Greatest Bargains in the Finest
of Furniture on the Easiest of Terms.

Beautiful Present Free to Every Purchaser.
COODS LAID ASIDE FOR XMAS ON PAYMENT OF SMALL DEPOSIT.

$9.50

OPPOSITE SAKS & CO.

For This
$16.50
Solid Oak

white or
green, all
sizes: ~ value

$%.00, Special,

$3.95

? Table,
Size 6 Feet

Claw Feet.
A Big
Bargain.

$28.50
For This
Beautiful

Steel Range

—including warm-
ing oven—made by
the W. J. Loth
Stove Company,
which guarantees
it to be one of the

Value, $£45.00.

- e pp—

$10.95 |

For a Good 5-hole
Loth & Co. Range.
The name 1is &
guarantee that it's
the best make in
the country. Val-
ue, $16.50. i

For Large Size Child's. 3-

piece Furniture Set, substan-
handeome mis-

tially built;

sion finish; 3 lovely pleces,
consisting of table, rocker
and chair; not a toy, but
something useful. value,

$3.50; special, $1.98.

This Elegant $45
5-piece. Mahogany
PARLOR SUITE,
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cD

This
$1.00
Costumer,
Substantially
Made.

$12.75

For Fine
Quarterad
“owak China
" Closets, bent
glass  ends;
value, 822,

For Fine
Quarter-Saws
" ed Oak Chi-
" ona Closets.
Bent glasses
"and ext ra
heavy; value
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For t?}is Fine
Solid Oak

Chiffonier

Large bevel
French  mirror,
‘finely  finished;
exactly like illus-
tration. Value,
$14.00. Very spe-
‘cial at

$8.75

R10.79

A rich sufte,
just like cut;
polished carved
backs, spring
seats, French
legs and uphol-
stered in hand-
some plain green
plush velour.
$45 value.  Spe-
cial, x

$27.75
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Think

ing year.

for Xmas.,

in the kitchen—in fact,

work: sitting down.

BHR S

What 2 Grand Xmas Gift for Your Wife!

A HOOSIER KITCHEN CABINET

or $27.50 if sold
Terms of SI weekly.

how many steps and how
much drudgery the Hoosier Kitchen
Cabinet will save your wife the com-
You cannot possibly make
her a more useful or acceptable girt

The great modern labor saver for

housekeepers; every contrivance and -
convenience- to save steps and labor

keeper is enabled to do most of her

"2.95

For this Ladies'

SOLID

large drawer and
undershelf. Val-
ne, £6.
Extensive line
of Ladies’ Desks

—— N g in all wood=s;
. P g, f starting from
*Hhi‘* i $2.95 as adver-

' y tised, to $35.

L

-Doll Go-Carts

Like illustration. All ceolors
and full collapsible; value, $2.50.

) ‘IQ:R
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the house-

Unique Wills

EW documents are more charac-
teristic. than -a last will ‘and
testament. The latter forms, in-
deed, the final. as well as the
most lasting, expression of the

writer, and is, whatever be his position

in life, his monument to posterity.

The eccentric jindividual is " likely to

he eccentric in his will, and this is amply

borne out by numbers of such documents

i the Probate Court of the District of

Columbia. In the .latter are to be seem,

too, the wills of presidents.of the United

States, and many people of national and

even universal prominence. There are

the wills of criminals, who evidently
imagined themselves martyrs and pa-
triots.

Among the wills of notable persons is

that of Dolly 'T. Madison, wife of Presi-

dent Madison. It disposes of the $20.000
appropriated by -Congress for the pur-
chase of the papers of her illustrious hus-
band to her son and adopted daughter.

The will of Georgu Washington is also

on record ln the Diftrict Probate Court.

Although his fortune would look excaed-

ingly small when ccmpared with ‘that of

a  present-day multimillionaire, Wash-

ington was ond of the richest men in

the United States, owning a great deal of
landed property-_'m the District, which
was purchased after it was decided to
locate the capital here.
-
1

Andrew Jackson, whose will is also on

record in.the District office, was, perhaps,

the poorest of all the presidents of the

United States. He confessed his poverty,

and admitted that he had been ruined

financially by his nephew, whom he had
adopted and treated as a son.

Though the will of Thomas Ritchie was

filed for probate more than a half cen-

tury ago, it deals with the relations be-
tween this country and Cuba in alrnost

& prophetic manner. *“We are,” s2ys the

testator, ‘‘already the pgreatest power

among the nations; we are destined to be
greater still, but let us not be too am-
bitious of inordinate acquisition or too
rapid in our advancement. Let us fill
up the immense territory which we own

—let us not he too anxious to st our

foot from -the mainland to the islands,

unless, indeed, as in the case of Cuba.,.
we are threatened .with the barbarization
of that beautiful island and its conver-

Lsion into a.black and hostile neighbor.”

The testator also spoke of what he
called the mission of the United States
to the world. It was, to state it briefly,
for the advancement of the interests, the
betterment of the conditions of mankind,
and the dissemination of the right of re-
l.lq!gtll and political liberty to all.

ere are a number of wills bequeath-
ing the testators’ bodies to sclentists for

dissection. The earliest of these rather

| Probated

in the District Court

gruesome documents -is the will of Mrs.
Caroline Brown Winslow. Mrs. Win-
glow was a physician by profession, and,
it would appear, was wealthy. It Is not
now known whether this wealth was ac-
cumulated in the practice of her profes-
sion. or was inherited. However that
might be, some of the fortune was left
for the advancement of science, and, not
satisfied apparently with this monetary
donation, the testator willed her body to
Howard University for the purpose of
dissection. In makihg this request it
was stipulated that the remalns should
be dissected by a female student of med-
icine, who should be selected by the dean
of the university.

.
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But this was not all. The will also re-
quests that after the body had been dis-
sected, the bones should be carefully put
together and the skeleton placed in-the
Miner Normal School of the Distriet for
the benefit of students. 'This school was
founded by Marilla Miner of New. York,.
who, for many vears was a close friend
of Mrs. Winslow. -In case the unjver-
sity declined her bequest, Mrs. Winslow:
expressed the desire that her body ghould
be cremated. PR

One will is written upon a single ep-
velope, in the corner of which are cross
Cuban and American flags. This docu-
ment is a memento of the war with

Spain, and was written by a young
soldier, Manford Riley, November 18,
1848, It leaves the testator's all. con-

sisting of a trunk. to Aary: E.. Mahoney,
whom he reguested to bring him home for
burial. Another brie{ ‘message is found
in the last will and testament of Luclious
Green, dated September 1, 1883. His will
was written upon two small slips of
paper, onc whiie and one yellow. He
briefiv stated that he was golng on a
journey and, if he never returned, he
gave direction for the division of $875

among his rclatlons.
! @
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An insnection of wills on record dis-
closes the fact that there are some law-
vers very ignorant of some of the de-
tails of law. Thiz is shown in the case
of Salmon P. Chase, who was for many
yvears Chief Justice of the Supreme Court]
of the United- States. His will I8 in his
own handwriting, but was  never  pros
bated on account of its. many legal im-
perfections and irregularities. The' same:
may be said of the wills of Samuel..J.
Tilden and Charles O'Conor.” In some
instances the wills of noted lawyers have
been- intentionally made to bring on lfti-

ation, as In the case .of a celebrated

nelish judge. ' :

The will of Charles J. Guitean, who as-
sassinated President Garfield, is-also on
record in the Probate Court of the Dis-
trict. It is dated June 29, 1882 having
been written the day before Guiteau was
hanged in the District jail. The murderer
left his all to W. W. ks, who was hils
spiritual adviser while he was in jail
Guiteau stated that he also left his body

ed|in a small

"l out from Marquette, on Lake Superior.

| whom he is very popular. 2 -

to Mr. Hicks, with the proviso that it
should not be used for mercenary pur-
poses. He also gave the same person
the copyright to his book, “The Truth
and Revival,” and asked Mr. Hicks to
write a truthful history of his life, which
should be .entitled, “The Life and His-
tory of Charles J. Guiteau.”  If at any
time any person or persons should de-,
gire to honor his remains, Guiteau wrote
in his will, they could do so by -erecting
a monument, which should be inscribed:
““Here lies Charles J. Guiteau, patriot and
Christian. His soul is in .glory.”
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SKY PILOT OF THE LAKES.

——

The Rev. W. H. Law’s Parish Ex-
tends From Buffalo to Duluth.

From the Chicago loter Ocean.

~ A parish 1,800 miles in length and
300.miles in width is in charge of the
Rev. W. H. Law, known from Buffalo
to Duluth as the sky pilot of the great
lakes.

The membership of this parish runs
Into . the thousands, and the great
majority of the parishioners never wor-
ship twice in the same locality, for
services are held mostly in the mov-

ing - ships. Some are held in lonely
lighthouses far from other human
habitatlon. .

: .No Weddl!'l‘ has ever taken place in
this parish, no christening of a baby,
no services for the burial of the dead.
+ This sky pilat seeks his parishioners
gasoline boat twenty-two
r,teet in length. Besides carrying the
mesz::ie of the Gospel to these men,
he es to them books, magazines,
papers and news of the outside world.
His visits are looked forward to by
the Jighthouse keepers and the light-
ship crews, for his territory is-so large
that he. ig unable to vigit them - more
than once during the season. He main-
tains a small circulating library of not
more than seventy books. He also car-
ries with him a phonograph, with rec-
ords of the most popular hymns. -
Some of the lighthouses visited are
far from the mainiand, and the trips
to them are hagardous. Standard Rock
light, for instance, ig nearly fifty miles

It is erected on a small but dangerous
reef, which resembles a whale's back.

" The light is 106 feet in height and
rests on crib work which is encireled
by a rallway, and for weeks at a time
the weather is so bad that it is danger-
ous for the keepers to venture . out of
doors. Between the light and Keweenaw
Point there is a depth of 1,008 feet of
water.

On his travels the sky pilot - visits
300 lighthouses, fifteen lightships and
sixty life-saving stations. Mr. Law
does not outwardly resemble a minister
of the Gospel. He is big and healthy
and has a rolling gait like a sailor. He
preaches simply to the sailors, wit

Kid Question No. 11,252. .
¥From Judge. 735 3
Johnny—-Pa?
Father—Waell? ..y AIBOL,
- Johnny—~Do you laugh in your sleeve

‘cause that's where-your funny bone is?

American Jokes in England.

From the Indianapolls News.

When Booker T. Washington was in
England in 1S9 he found the average
Englishman very stolid. It was hard Tor
me to get aceustomed to speakjng to
Erglish audiences,” he writes. *“‘The
average Englishman is so serfous and is
s0 tremendously in earnest about every-
thing that when T told a story that would
have made an®' American audfence roar
with laughter the Englishman looked
me straight In the face without even
cracking a smile.” And the London
Chronicle explains: *“The trouble s not*
that the Engushman does not see thoe
American joke, but that he saw it be-
fore the Mayflower sailed, and no lenger
thinks it new and funny.”

A King’'s Hobby.
From the London News.
The late King of Siam had an extraor-

dinary hobby—that of collecting empty
match boxes of all nations. In this con
nection an interesting story Is related

{ During one of his visits to this country

the king while passing down Bond stree!
one afternoon accompanied by two mem-
bers of his suite espied an empty match
box which had been discarded by its own
er and thrown away into the middle of
the thoroughfare.

Without & moment's thought the mon
srch dashed into the middle of the crowd-
ed traffic, grasped the much-coveted treas-
ure and was nearly run over by a passing
cab. The fact, however, that he was able
to add a new specimen to his collection-—
gathered under such circumstances—more
than compensated him for the risk which
he had run.

NOTHING HIGHER.

It was an aviator gay

. Who twrned bis aeroplane

And started out one “smmn day
Great honors to attalm.

He had wv 1eac—

The skies were clear,
Conditions alli were

“Today.”’ he murm , with a grin,

“I t that I sball really win
The prize for altitude.”

Around the fleld he whirred awhile,
A figure fine and rare,

Then started in to climb in style
In spirals in the air.

Like fleeting dove

He soared above
And made the crowd admire:

Around his swift Tler whirred,
He looked as mm.u a bird
As he went higher and higher

But, then
;:‘h'm

e s
“What ho!" he called,
*  “That climbs still
This word



